EXTREMES MEET

" This gossip about people connected with the Legation
is not at all what I want Stick to your German officer.
You haven't even found out his right name yet"

" Von Dangel," Milton proclaimed, " Major Ernst
von Dangel."

Waterlow grunted.

" That's about the sixth variant of his name I've heard
since he arrived."

Milton shrugged his shoulders.

" I lead, Skipper.   Others follow."

" All right Get out now. And ask Mr Henderson
to bring me the card of Queenie Walters."

Milton leaned over the scholar, breathing heavily.

" The Skipper's been knocked over by my information
to-day, Mr Henderson. He wants the card of Queenie
Walters (suspect). Oh, yes, I'm the man. The rest of
them, Mr Henderson ? Rotten! "

His ponderous tread died away. He had gone to join his
colleagues in the big room. They would tease him for
the next half-hour. Their derision would affect his com-
placency less than a dozen fleas off a monkey would affect
the hind quarters of an elephant.

Henderson came in with the card of Queenie Walters
and waited while Waterlow read out the brief history:

" A certain Krebs, known professionally as Zozo,
acrobatic juggler and conjurer^ alleged Swiss nationality^
tall, large face, dean shaven, very large hands, speaking
English wel^ accompanied by Queenie Walters of German
origin possibly, carrying stolen passport of Maud Moffat,
English variety artiste. Description : slim, very fair,
blue eyes, pate, delicate, speaks German, Italian, French
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